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evidence that they were storm-troopers at heart. Every-
one greeted them with the " Heil, Hitler " salute. All the
police put on swastika armlets. German and Austrian
flags hung out, side by side, from every window. The
town band played. Peasants flocked in from the sur-
rounding country and paraded through the streets with
torches. The hillsides flamed with enormous bonfires.
Kitzbiihel was Nazi, to the last boy and last girl.

To be accurate, however, not to the last adult. The
proprietor of a popular cafe, whose wife was a Jewess,
sat at an empty bar, listening to the rejoicings outside.
Some rich and elderly Austrians of my acquaintance
mourned the passing of their hopes for a Hapsburg
restoration. And I met an English friend who was de-
pressed to see dear, casual little Austria becoming so
political. "How fortunate," he said, "that this is the
end of the ski-ing season!"

These events in Kitzbiihel, typical of what happened
in many places in Austria (not all, certainly, but many),
entitle us to conclude that the Nazi regime is popular
with the masses. Or does the reader believe that the
masses were duped? In Kitzbiihel he could hardly have
sustained such an opinion, for during six months of the
year it was filled with visitors from all over the world and
newspapers in every language. If the masses were duped,
then we cannot have much faith in democracy. But if,
on the contrary, with first-hand information from visitors
as to what was happening in Germany, they voted Nazi
of their own free will, some of us must revise our estimate
of the Third Reich.

Sometimes one feels that one is glued up in lies, like a
fly in treacle, and that it is almost impossible to get clear
of the mess. Such was my feeling when I heard the
British Broadcasting Corporation announcing to the
British Empire on Sunday morning, March i3th, at